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'You are a beauty/ she said. 'You are the prettiest young gentleman
out. Don't you think so?' 'No/said Sam. 'I do/ said Jane.
We found the snow very deep ha places and almost impassable.
The sky looked black, heavy and full of snow.
Tuesday, 14 January
Last night the river rose rapidly and at midnight the ice was rush-
ing down in vast masses, roaring, cracking and thundering against
the bridge like the rolling of a hundred waggons. By morning
the river had sunk and left huge piles of ice stranded on the banks.
Friday, 17 January
I think Sam is getting on with his reading and writing which were
very bad. His arithmetic is his strongest point. He is very back-
ward and ignorant.
Saturday, 18 January
Fine afternoon. Walked with Sam to Crafta Webb. Visited Jack
my Lord, Betty Matthews, Samuel and Anne Williams. AH the
people take a great fancy to Sam and his fair pink and white face and
Hght hair. Betty Matthews made a great piece of work over him
and his fair head. 'Dear little fellow!' and Jack my Lord asked if he
was a parson and if he was my brother.
Tuesday, 21 January
Very cold with bitter E. wind and hard frost. Visited Carver and
Davies of the Old House. William Davies of Llanafan came in. The
father and son were telling me of the games and sports, the fights
and merriments, that went on in old times upon Bredwardine Knap.
'What kind of games?' I asked. 1 wouldn t suggest/ said William
Davies, 'that they were of any spiritual good*.
Tuesday, 4 February
At 7 p.m. the farmers came to dine at the Vicarage. I had ten
guests, Haywood, Evans, Stokes, Preece, Price, Parry, Bates, James
Griffiths, James and Torn Davies. The dinner was very nice. White
soup, roast beef, boiled chickens and ham, curried rabbit, stewed
woodpigeons, beef-steak pie, potatoes and stewed celery, plum
pudding, custard, plum tart, mince pies, apricot jam tart.
Friday, 7 February
The birds are beginning to sing again by the river after the hard
frost and the long winter.

